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the Cathedral was undergoing repairs; but this
which we at first looked upon as a subject for
regret we afterwards regarded as a piece of sin^
gular good fortune. For the ceremony was car-
ried out in all detail under the eyes of an officiat-
ing Archbishop, and yet the stage was so small
and so near us that we could follow easily every
movement of the dancers. They were eight in
number, apparently choir boys of from ten to
fourteen years of age. They were all dressed in
doublets of gay colors, and their hose and shoes
seemed to be of white satin. It is said that their
costumes are centuries old; but if so, we can only
say they have worn marvelously well. In two
rows the boys stood facing each other, and as the
music changed from wailing sadness to a strain of
grave rejoicing, forthwith the boys began to
move in time to it, changing places and swinging
round, all the while marking its measure with the
castanets in their upraised hands. The spectacle
was strangely impressive. The few tapers on the
altar before us, the half-dozen candles which
served to light up the scores of the musicians,
threw scarcely any light into the dim aisles on our
left; and the gloom and grandeur of the lofty
pillars, whose capitals were lost in the night over-
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